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A quick flash of silver hair and the muffled sound of a key turning in a door disturbed the darkness. Assertive 
footsteps followed as a middle aged Frenchman left his house, at a quick but steady pace down the cobbled old 
streets of Nancy. A few windows and streetlights along his path were lit, but at this late hour, only a few 
other degenerates walked the streets. Some nights, the walk seemed short, as if he made it to his destination 
in the blink of an eye. Others, it seemed to drag on forever, as if his goal was pulling away from him infinitely 


like a funhouse tunnel. 

Tonight was the latter. Sylvain took long strides, and as a man of adequate height, his feet really ought to be 
getting him there faster. He could actually feel the money burning a hole in his pocket, now understanding the 
idiom. He'd roast alive if he didn't get there soon. 


Finally, he turned the last corner and entered the alley. He breathed a physical sigh of relief as he did. 


A faint red glowed from the windows, lighting his path. As he walked, he passed several men in embraces and 
various states of undress. His pierced ears tuned into the different timbres of moans, some coming from 
inside the rooms, others from the street. The door to his room opened as it came into sight, just in time to 
reveal who Sylvain had come to see. 

His prize. 

His angel, his muse. 


His whore. 


He was clothed only in his usual black boxer briefs and, because the night was brisk, the expensive Italian- 
made leather jacket Sylvain had gifted him two visits ago. 


"Hey, elskede," the boy, Danish and I9 years his junior, greeted him with a dimpled smile. 


"Bonsoir, mon ange," Sylvain said, reaching him and pulling him into a kiss. He felt him buckle a bit in his grasp 
and smiled into his plump lips. "God, I've missed you." 


"| bet," he responded, and the whore pressed Sylvain into his room, locking the door after him. 
Sylvain latched his teeth onto Bastian's neck before they were able to take another step towards the bed. He 
helped the leather jacket off of the younger one's shoulders, tossing it onto a nearby chair. Lecherously, he 


gazed at the skin that would soon be victim to his touch. 


"Hmm, so eager," the Dane responded with a toothy grin, pressing Sylvain back and extending his hand 
expectantly. 


Sylvain dug his hand into his pocket, tearing out two hundred euros. 

Bastian cocked an eyebrow at him, looking at him under thick eyelashes. 

"That's not my rate," he said bemusedly. 

"A hundred extra if we go without the condom tonight," Sylvain explained. "I know you don't normally--" 
"| don’t," Bastian interrupted firmly, pursing his lips. 


"Please," Sylvain said, "please, mon ange, I've been craving your body so bad. What if | give you another 


hundred?" He put his hand back in his pocket to withdraw more bills. 


"Have you even been tested?" 


"You're the only person I've been with besides my wife," Sylvain told him, blushing slightly, glad their room was 
dimly lit to hide his embarrassment. 


"Ever?" The kid seemed surprised. Sylvain wasn't sure if he should be offended. 

"Ever. You're - you're all | need | don't even sleep with her anymore. I've stopped since...” 
"Wow," Bastian said. He looked down at the extra money Sylvain extended to him and frowned. 
"I know you need it for your tuition at the institute." 


Something flashed across Bastian's eyes as he took the notes and turned to slip the money into his safe. 


Sylvain admired his muscular back, desperate to run his hands down the creamy, youthful skin once more. 
"Okay," the young man said, "sure, elskede. No condom tonight" 


"Thank you, mon ange," Sylvain replied, greatly pleased. He surged forward as Bastian turned back around and 
pulled him into a kiss. He warmed as he felt strong hands grip his waist. He pressed his hips forward, rubbing 


his very apparent arousal against Bastian's own. 


He'd craved this so desperately for days. It was beginning to distract him to the point where he had to make 
an appointment with Bastian sooner than he normally would. When this thing first started, he managed to go 
once a month. Quickly, that graduated to once every two weeks, then once a week, and now, Sylvain had barely 
lasted 12 hours before asking for more. He knew slipping out of his wife's bed while she was asleep and 
sneaking away so often was only getting riskier. But much like a drug addiction, Sylvain needed more and more, 


and he didn't care about the consequences. 


Quickly, he was naked, and so was Bastian. The young Dane spread out on the bed before him like a delectable 
meal, and Sylvain was ready to dig in. Bastian was prepared, as usual, and when Sylvain settled between his legs, 
he was able to push inside without effort. 


Sylvain shuddered as he sheathed himself within. 


"Oh, yes!" he moaned. Truly, experiencing his hired lover without a condom was something otherworldly. He 
wouldn't be lasting long, but the stars he was already seeing in his eyes led him to believe that this particular 
session would be worth every hard-earned dollar spent. 


Tight. Perfectly wet. Fire hot. 


He kept his mouth crushed against Bastian's pillowy lips as his hips thrust on their own accord. To be deeper, 
to be harder, to penetrate the most inner core of this prostitute and plant his seed there - that was all 


Sylvain desired. Bastian moaned contentedly, fingers scrabbling messily over Sylvain's now slick back. 


Nothing else in life felt quite this good. Bastian played his part like the professional he was, scratching Sylvain's 
desperate itch. But it was over all too soon. With a strangled moan, Sylvain fucked his orgasm out and deep 


into the other man. He bit down on Bastian's lower lip. He quivered and ascended. He temporarily blacked out. 


When he came to a few seconds later, he shakily pulled out, watching with satisfaction as some of his cum 


followed, dripping down the crevice of Bastian's ass and pooling on the bed sheet. 


"Wow," he said. He admired the sight, admired Bastian's swollen cock twitching in delight against his toned 
stomach. He fought to regain his composure, regain his breath. "Wow," he said again, and Bastian giggled. 


"Another satisfied customer," he quipped, and Sylvain leaned down to kiss his bruised lips. 
"Very satisfied," Sylvain agreed. "I'll be back as soon as | can get more money, mon ange" 


"ll be waiting for you." A sweet smile. That dimple. Sylvain melted a bit, brushing his fingertips across Bastian's 
thigh before standing to get dressed. 


"Good." 
When Sylvain got home later, sometime around 3:00 in the morning, the kitchen light turned on, and his blood 
went cold. 


Elaine sat there at the dining table in her night gown, tapping her slender fingertips upon a small stack of 


papers and regarding him with a knowing look 


"Welcome home, husband" she said. "Although unless you can explain to me why you're out in the middle of the 


night, you won't be welcome for much longer.” 

"Elaine, darling, | - | just went out for a little stroll," Sylvain croaked, his heart pounding against his chest. 

"A little stroll, hmm? Interesting." More tapping of fingertips on paper. Time passed by so slowly, Sylvain was 
sure he'd suffocate if he remained. He stood there, trapped, feeling his hands begin to shake, to hurt. He didn't 
know what to say. 


"What's, um.. what are you doing up so late, mon amour?" 


"Oh, just reviewing our bank statements over the last year that you never let me look at," Elaine said, "and 


wondering about these increasing cash withdrawals you've been taking out.” 
Shit 


"| - | was just paying, um, some bills -" 


Elaine's laugh interrupted him, but there was no humor in it. 
"Paying bills in the Red Light District every other week?" 


"That wasn't - | - what -" he stammered uselessly. He was caught. There was no coming back from this. "I 


swear | haven't -" 


"Oh, save it," Elaine snapped. Her voice was rising, and Sylvain panicked, worrying their young son would wake 


upstairs and hear this conversation. "I'm sure you can pay your little whore to listen to your excuses, though." 
Sylvain opened his mouth and closed it promptly. 


"You think you can just take our money and spend it on prostitutes? What about our marriage? Does it mean 
nothing to you? Did it ever mean anything?" 


When he didn't respond immediately to that, deep betrayal crossed Elaine's face, contorting her pretty 


features. 
"What about our son, Sylvain?" 
Speak. Say something. Anything! Fix this, make it all stop. Yet his voice wouldn't work. 


Elaine stood suddenly, pounding a fist on the table. A coffee mug that had been sitting there jumped with a 


ceramic clink. 

"Get out," she said, face red as tears formed in her eyes. Sylvain took a step back 

"Mon amour," he managed, "please, | can fix this -" 

"Fix this?" she repeated, incredulous. "Fix this? You think this is fixable?" 

"Please, | - | will figure out a way, for our son, for Léo." 

"Tell me honestly, Sylvain," she said, appearing not even remotely convinced, "How long did you think you were 
going to get away with this? Did you think you wouldn't get caught? Did you think | was too dumb to ever 
check our bank statements, leaving our finances totally up to you? Did you think people we know - people we 
know from church, Sylvain! - wouldn't see you wandering into the Red Light District late at night and report it 


back to me?" 


"That's our money, Sylvain! That's our family’s money that you were dropping on ass every week! Now take 
what little money we have left and book yourself into a hotel, because you will not be sleeping in our bed 


tonight, or ever again" 


That was how Sylvain found himself back in Bastian's arms an hour later. The walk to return there was a blur. 
His brain was in a fog. His feet brought him there automatically. Bastian was just letting out another client 
when Sylvain shadowed his room for the second time that day. 


"You're back," he said, puzzlement on his young face. Sylvain scowled at the other client as he left before 


looking back at the Dane. "Did you.. forget something?" 


"| have another hundred dollars," Sylvain told him, his voice shaking out of control. "Can - can | use it just to 


spend the night? No service. | just need somewhere to stay and get my bearings.’ 
Bastian squinted at him. He stepped aside and beckoned Sylvain in. 
"Not something | typically do," the Dane said, "so | guess you've been the exception twice this night" 


| hope l'm not too much of a bother," Sylvain replied. He dug his hand into his pocket, procuring his last few 
bills and handing them to the surprised prostitute. "H's just that - my wife knows now, and | have nowhere 
else to go at this hour." 


"Ah, there we go," Bastian said, plucking the money from his fingers. "| suppose it had to happen eventually. 
Always does with my clients. They just can't get enough of me." 


And so Sylvain spent the rest of this unholy night in bed with his favorite whore. He knew realistically that his 
relationship with Bastian was strictly transactional. He knew there would never be love there. There would not 
be family there, nor a home. Sylvain had forfeited all of that by being an adulterer. But when the younger man 
moved in of his own accord to hold him, to comfort him, Sylvain was able to fool himself into thinking that he 


maybe didn't need those things anyway. 


He told himself he'd figure it all out when the sun rose, and fell asleep to the sound of Bastian's slow 
breathing. 


